laughter. I can scarcely hope that you will forgive this
tardy arrival of mine in your midst, through the
medium of a letter written long ago, in a hand you
do not recognize, bringing news of a strange woman
who comes now to sow disorder in the routine of
your existence. But what other course can I take?
I mast say what I have to say when others least expect
it, so as to be assured of having my rightful place in
your hearts,

I was. truly your mother. My most tender care was
given to you. You sought my losses, you snuggled in
my arms, you caressed my poor, worn face. Your
hands still keep the warmth that once was mine. But
your father could not endure the thought that your
love was for me alone, that it was I, and no one else,
who watched you at your play. Quietly, inexorably,
he killed me. He did all he could to divert your
affection from me. He, who has spent his life in lies
and corruption, fenced me off, shut me away, con-
demned me to be no more than a poor wanderer in
my own home. He denied me the right to touch
anything in it. He uprooted me from my garden,
from my furniture, from my hope. He stole such
jewels as I had and shared them out among his greedy
mistresses. The police knew all about that. He drove
my family away on the lying pretext that my health
was failing. The only visitor I was allowed to see was
an old, dirty, stammering woman in whom I had
taken an interest.

I can stand it no longer, for now, as I write to you,
I am still living. I will give up nothing, not even my
hatred. I will fight for you. I will try not to make
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